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probabilities are, however, that Mr. Jones amassed something
that he would not have traded for either fame or fortune,
that is, a rich experience which was his alone, and which noth-
ing could take away from him.
I am not attempting to glorify the newspaper game for
youth seeking a career. If his desires have a material flavor,
let him keep well away from such a profession. But if he
has the spirit of adventure, the desire to study the sordid and
the beautiful alike at close range, and the will to apply the
high-powered microscope to life without becoming cynical,
there is reward.
Personally, even if it were possible, I would not exchange
my own experiences in twenty years of newspaper reporting
for any gilt-edged certificates of riches or fame. I would not
be willing to let them pass from my mind. How precious
are the intimate contacts that have come my way with the
great and the near-great. I prize my reportorial experiences
in Washington during 1912-13, which included covering
the White House during the shift from Taft to Wilson. The
assignment to barge off to Europe during the World War
thrilled me—does yet. I went to stay six months, and stayed
five years. Then there have been roamings in Mexico, in the
United States, in China and the Indies, and back to Europe
again after the 1920 campaign; the post-war reconstruction
period; the League, with its rise and its lapses; sporadic
European revolutions; political upheavals; the occupation of
the Ruhr; and the Dawes Plan in the making; international
politics and intrigues. And last, one of the greatest single
news events since 1914 was the epochal flight of Colonel
Charles Lindbergh from New York to Paris in 1927*
Horace Greeley once said, "Fame is vapor, riches take
wings; the only earthly certainty is oblivion." If the price
of these recollections must be oblivion, I choose oblivion.

